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A lean and short to enroll,
A sturdy and strong to groceries,
What happens? How far they stretch...?
What you presume from....? from.....?

ALTAR OF DEATH
How happy it is, to read with great zeal,
The biographies of famous poets real,
Deeply immerse in lively pages bright,
Shared alike in ecstasy of delight,
And in agony also in dearth of life,
Dilute joy in heart and soul to hard strife,
No need of "The book of verse" of age golden,
Nor necessitate "The jug of wine" from urn.
Nor want "loaf of bread" from Roman table,
Nor desire of "Thou beside" painted fable,
Because, because all are in every page,
In every line, conceal the livid of rage
In moan, stimulate their inspiration,
In happy, multiply their emotion,
Oh my dear Death, many paths cool down the breath,
The booned persons met a typical death,
A piece of bread, in hunger, one swallows
Asphyxia in the throat to gallows,
One killed in duel, in consumption the other,